A NIGHT OF TERROR

grasped their spears, and held them ready to await
the tiger's descent. Thus for a moment, as the
quiet moonlight poured in through the gap in the
thatch, they stood gazing at the great square face,
marked with its black bars, at the flaming eyes,
and the long, cruel teeth framed in the hole which
the claws of the beast had made. The timbers
of the roof bent and cracked anew under the un-
wonted weight, and then, with the agility of a
cat, He of the Hairy Face leaped lightly down,
and was among them before they knew. The
striped hide was slightly wounded by the spears,
but the shock of the brute's leap bore all who had
resisted it to the floor. The tiger never stayed to
use its jaws. It sat up, much in the attitude of
a kitten which plays with something dangled
before its eyes, and the soft pit-pat of its paws,
as it struck out rapidly and with unerring aim.
speedily disposed of all its enemies. Che' Seman,
with his two sons, Awang and Ngah, were the first
to fall. Then lang, Che' Seman's wife, reeled
backwards against the wall, with her skull
crushed out of all resemblance to any human
member, by the awful strength of one of those
well-aimed buffets from the fearful claws. Kassim,
Potek, and Abdollah fell before the tiger in quick
succession, and Minah, the girl who had nestled
against her father for protection, lay now under
his dead body, sorely wounded, wild with terror,
but still alive and conscious. Mat, cowering on
the shelf overhead, breathless with fear, and
gazing fascinated at the carnage going on within
a few feet of him, was the only inmate of the house
who remained uninjured.
He of the Hairy Face killed quickly and silently,
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